WARRIOR   ANTS   AND   WHITE   ANTS

IT occasionally happens, in the hot parts of Africa, that
one's attention is attracted by the following occurrence.
One may be sitting, say, in front of one's tent, or on the
verandah of one's house, when one suddenly notices a
quantity of the ordinary, harmless brown ants, which are to
be met with everywhere, approaching in disorderly, head-
long flight, many of them clutching their pupae to their
thoraces, like babies, just as the women of German villages,
in the Thirty Years' War, might have clutched their
babies to their breasts when they fled from their homes at
the sounding of the dreaded cry of alarm: 'The Swedes are
coming!'

One would imagine that a superior human being, unless
he happened to be an entomologist, would bestow but
momentary attention on the distressed insects, and, after a
passing glance, return to his occupation. Not so, however,
the experienced old African. He will rise, in greater or
lesser haste, according to his temperament., call his servants,
and say to them: ' "Siafu" are approaching. Look about
everywhere! Stop them if you can!'

The servants need not be told twice, however easy they
may take life as a rule: they will start running, and search
the surroundings of the tent or house in extending circles,
until one of them will sing out: 'There they are!' and as
likely as not these words will be accompanied on the spot by
jumps into the air, kicks, and clappings of the palm of the
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